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And The Movie Ended So Damn Late... 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this after | read an interview that Daniel Johns did where he said that his 2nd album was inspired by 
Pearl Jam or something like that. | can't remember. Also there are mentions of a son, Eddie never had a son. 
This is 100% fake obviously. Also the title has nothing to do with the story, the title is a lyric from the song 
Hush by Wax. 

"C'mon baby, please?" Daniel whined. 

"No," Eddie said before taking a cigarette and lighting it. 

"Why not?" Daniel pouts. 


"Because | said so, Johns," Eddie said while smoking his cigarette and playing with a strand of Daniel's hair. 
‘lm not gonna tell you again" 


"Because | said so is not an answer, Vedder." Daniel mocked. 


"Daniel Paul Johns, do you know how bad this would look on me?" Eddie sighed, "I don't want it to look like | 
took advantage of you." 


"I'm legal, though," Daniel toyed, "Is 18 not legal in America?" 
"It is, but I'd still feel wrong," Eddie said, "There's a nine-year age difference between us, Daniel." 


Daniel sauntered away from Eddie and sat on the farthest part of the couch. Whenever the topic of sex 
came up that's how it always ended, with Daniel trying to guilt-trip Eddie and Eddie actually feeling guilty. 


"C'mon, don't be like that." Eddie begged, "you started the conversation first, already knowing what my 


answer was gonna be." 


The room was near silent, all that could be heard was the little whimpers coming from Daniel that were 


bourd to be tears. 


"Do-do you just not wanna have sex with me?" Daniel asked, nervousness evident in his voice. "It's okay, 


you don't have to." 

"Baby, you know that's not true. It's that we just have to wait is all" Eddie frowned. 

Eddie beckoned Daniel to sit on his lap. Daniel slowly got up off the couch and obeyed Eddie without a word. 

"I'm a 21-year-old lowlife, with a 60s mustang, an underground band that barely makes enough money 
for me to eat, | live in my friend's basement, and | already have a son, his name is Jojo ( His name is Johnny 
Jones, he has his mothers last name.) and he lives with his mother." Eddie chuckled, trying to lighten the mood, 
even during the depressing life story he told Daniel, 


"| wanna meet your son," Daniel smiled bitterly, "lll tell him what a great dad he has." 


Anytime Eddie brought up his son, Daniel always felt as though Eddie had betrayed him. Daniel knew Eddie 
had a life before him, but he still felt hurt. He couldn't blame Jojo. Jojo didn't ask to be born, hell, maybe he 


didn't even wanna be born. 


"You, on the other hand," Eddie says while tracing shapes on Daniel's thigh, "just started college, and have 
a full life ahead of you to do whatever you want. That looks bad on my part! Do you not see it?" 


"Everything always looks bad on your part. Do you ever think about how | feel? Everything is about you!" 
Eddie rolled his eyes. There was something the kid just wasn't getting. Eddie felt a little remorse for Daniel, 


though. It seemed like all of his life he had been looking for the perfect guy, he found one, but now there were 


limitations. 


"Y'know what? Let's just not talk about it." Eddie comforted as he patted Daniel's back. 
"But if we don't talk about it, we'll never talk about it again," Daniel said as he buried his face in Eddie's neck. 


"Maybe it's just better if we don't" 


